6                     SPIRITS OF   THE SNOW.

plot has succeeded, even beyond my expectation, and
now the quarrel I desired is skilfully set agoing.

And he looked away down to Manasa, aiding the
flight  of his  glance  by the power  of his   mystical
meditation*.    And  after a while,  he  said:   Yonder
she sits, grieving, like a female chakrawdka, in the
absence of her mate, on the very edge of the pool.
And see, as she curves her slight and delicate figure
in dejection, how exactly she resembles, at this dis-
tance, my digit of the moon, hanging low upon the
sea, and reproduced, as she is, on the surface of the
mere.    Ha! did she only know it, she has very small
reason to be jealous of no matter who it be.    So ig-
norant is perfect beauty of its own  irresistible fasci-
nation.   And he looked at her awhile, with affection
and delight.   And after a while, he said:  Come, now,
let me carry out the remainder of my scheme.   For it
is not with me as with these poor mortals, who can
only be in one place at a time.   Now, then, I will be
present with my angry beauty even in my absence,
and under other forms, enjoy and feast at leisure and
variety on the sweetness of her love-lorn sadness, and
sip, like a bee, the nectar of my lotus, without her
knowledge, and even against her will.     So shall she,
in her own despite, caress me unaware.

2 "The collyrram of Yoga*5: as if the magic was a sort of
pomatum applied to the eye.